from the pharmacy is there. The maid disappears.
Through the door enters noiselessly a simply, almost
shabbily clad young man, with a medicine bottle in his
hand. Fie has a pale, haggard, delicately-drawn face;
small, youthful beard; big, burning eyes. He pauses on
the threshold.

Fragment of dialogue:

THE CLERK

Here's the medicine the doctor prescribed. May I come
in?

(He holds out the medicine to the nurse}

NURSE

(Takes the bottle, and kneels softly and humbly
before him. She bows her head. She whispers almost
mmdibly to him, not with surprise, but as if she had
known him 'for a. long time}

Lord Jesus. Sweet, kind, Lord Jesus. Flere I am, dear,
sweet, kind Jesus. Beautiful, land, sweet, dear Jesus.

Flere I must recall from the destroyed first act that in it
the little nurse was an angel. One of the hundred thousand
angels. A real angel, in heaven. Not a mystical Early
Christian angel, a disembodied heavenly messenger, but
rather a renaissance angel with the outward appearance
of a fresh, girlish-faced, long-gowned, gently floating
seraph by Fra Angelico. She stood on a cloud in a group
with innumerable other angels. They argued with her
because she was longing to leave the blue, white, and gold
of eternity for the dirty, many-colored earth. She hon-
estly admitted to her sister angels that she did not want
to go to earth from sheer curiosity, but was drawn thither

341uise seduces his own loose-living wife. Al-
